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A Latter from the E ditors 


Testament 1s back. 


This spring, we’ve published two issues, together containing contri- 
butions from twenty-three seminarians. The issue that you hold in 
your hands showcases the work of ten of your classmates. These 
submissions (a medley of poetry, photography, and homiletics) ex- 
plore themes of legacy, unity, family, and journey - and we suspect 
youll find God present in each one. 


This year has been an exciting one for Testarent, and we consider 
ourselves fully revived after a two-year lapse in publication. Next 
year promises to be even more exciting. We plan to release our first 
issue of 2011-2012 in the fall, shortly after the school year begins. 
(As you reflect on your summer experiences, you might consider 
setting aside some of your work for submission to Testanent upon 
your return.) We are also hoping to involve wniters, artists, and theo- 
logians from beyond our community, so their thoughts might inter- 
act with ours in a ncher dialogue. 


We also have two new editors. Alex Lenzo (12) and Ann Fisher 
(13) will join Jessica and Therin in soliciting and reviewing your 
submissions in 2011-2012. Together, we have over fifteen years of 
editing experience, and our collective enthusiasm 1s palpable. The 
project for Testament is to offer you not only a place to put your sto- 
ries, but also to offer you a place to find and rediscover them. 
Whether or not we can persuade you of the commonality of human 
experience in this bref letter, we firmly believe you'll hear echoes of 
your Own stories in your classmates’. What’s more: we believe Testa- 
ment’s presence on campus encourages and animates the sort of 
creative, unbounded worship of the living God that drives us deeper 
still into God’s embrace. 


Many blessings on your summer experiences, friends. As always, 


thanks for reading. 


Alex Lenzo 
Jessica Hawkinson 
Arin Fisher 
Therin Jones 


ptstestament@ gmail.com Cover and art by Valerie Sjelin 
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Onde to Women Preadhers 
After “You Say I Preach Like a Woman” (PTS) 
By Alex Lenzo 


Intractable prophets 
enflesh eviscerated voices 
of her and her and her 
dismembered pasts 
and mute presence 
remembered in sensual syntax 
stretching sinews and skin 
upon skeleton tongues 
ull very dry bones become an 


embodied evangel. 


Intrepid preachers 
encounter evicted visions 
of her and her and her 
shoved out of doors and— 
she is... and she ts... and she is— 
dismembered pasts 
and mute presence 
dispossessed in several silences but 
reclaimed in liberated linguistics 
prophesied to very dry bones become an 


embodied evangel. 


The Pursuit 
By Ali Van Kuiken 


Wheels on wheels on 
rocks 


on wheels 


Gaining the ground to 
ground down 


the hounded 
With the path, clear and open 


superior strength 


surging like water 


light glinting on armor of avarice 


The prey just within reach 
the hand reaches out 


to grasp 


when the eye espies 
another hand reaching back 
stretching to stop 
the wobbling wheels 


too late comes the warning 


of water raging 


A blow by the Hand of the Hebrew God 
crushes the curses with 


the furious flow of the sea 


released. 


Even Death on a Cross 
By Jonathan Bnitt 





Influenced by Philippians 2.8, this photo represents the humbling 
and exaltation of Christ, simultaneously. I chose black and white to 
represent the mourning of Chnist crucifixion. Yet at the same time, 


the brightness of the cross represents his exaltation and the won- 
drousness of that most grateful act. In the Christ Hymn, this seems 
to be the turning point where we move from crucifixion to resurrec- 
tion and exaltation. The Greek phrase to the left shows the part of 
verse 8 that I was most taken by. Also, the picture 1s slightly out of 
focus to add to the mysterious act of the cross, which may be a 
stumbling block for some. Also, the location of the shot is in the 
middle of a already harvested com field, where there is no life, but 
simply the remainder of what used to be, with the potential for fu- 
ture growth. 


Oh Mayle Sone Would Weep to Learn 
By Collin Cornell 


Oh maybe some would weep to learn 
A hundred halls were wholly hung 
With paintings which were robbed, by turn, 
Embarked, and over gunnels flung 
Into eyeless, restless depths. 


And yet my eyes were dry to see 
Again this forest-girded plot 
As horses perk their ears at me 
And whinny, toss, begin to trot 
To dinner in the barn. 


The daytide nearly spent, it makes 
The sward, the barn to hum with gold 
And shadows flow from hooves in lakes 
And clots of pink the treetops hold. 

I feed them in their stalls. 


Each blink enframes enough to trough 
My gaze as long as life shall last 
But from my heart these visions slough. 
Into no less a sea are cast 
The momentary masterworks. 


I wish, I wish I had the soul 
To fall and drown in sights as these 
Or failing this, at least to grieve 
My dullness to the sun and trees! 
But this beauty exceeds me. 
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Correspondence wth an E stranged Sister 


By Ann Fisher 


Dad was pointing at the moon, but I could only see his hand— empty 
as it was, he had probably dropped the rock 
ages ago among the craters he left. 


Mom divvied the cigarettes for us, one to me and one 
for her, but she left me empty-handed anyway. She said 
dad saw life in me (she was pointing at the moon). 


I dragged my shirt through the washtub, cleaning tt, 
as I came out to mom. She pointed at dad and 
vowed not to tell because he was, at this time, stoking a fire on a hill, 


and as he set our youngest brother (you haven’t met him) upon the 
wood, he waited, arm high, for the next rock to drop, faithless. 
He knelt on soot, leaning his top-half over the table, over our 


brother’s burning mouth. Mom pressed my arm (as only she can) and 
I never counted fewer breaths. The nightmoon slipped 
out of sight, seeming to drop, 


I broke up the hill and missed dad’s smoking face, which hung 
there in plain sight. I saw him climb up to hide the last rock by the hot 
sun. 


No— you're not missing anything here anymore. 


Who do you say that I an 





Photo by Sara Green 
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Creatures 
By Susan Watkins 


creatures 
do you remember those days 
that tasted like warm chicory and panting breath, 
that felt like our soles pounding against 
soft earth that gave? 
skipping and dancing along the boulder shore? 
do you remember the feeling of 
lemongrass in our hair and pepper on our skin, 
the way it tingled and stung and made us sneeze 
in laughter together at our own wilderness? 
do you remember breathing in the deep cool of muddy water, 
drifting under the tangled branches 
that wove and waved above our heads 
like careless anemones being kissed by the air? 
how we were creatures of the deep, 
the deepest part of heaven? 
it must have seemed dark to the angels 
but God knows that it was filled 
with the most painful kind of beauty. 


E ulogy for my grandfather 


By Summerlee Staten 


In the cobalt light of morning 

You rose without complaint 

No sounds but the scratchy shuffling 

Of those slippers you refused to replace 

Padding on the hard wood floors and 

Into the linoleum-coated kitchen-the very model 
of a 1950’s sitcom set 

Each and every day that fatherly clock struck 5:00 


The cows would not wait, their nostrils snorting out the frigid air, 
pacing and still 


The fences need mending, the field grass is high 
And this past summer yielded little but heat 


The birds are startled by the sound of the John Deere, as if 


The surprise was not the sunrise special; they scatter along the elec- 
tric wires 


You stayed out till noon, till the leather of your boots was worn an- 
other layer down 


You arrived in the kitchen with the wisdom of the land wntten on 
your face and 


A kind of resignation 


You left your gloves on the inside hook, stained with earth and hay, 
ran your fingers beneath the tap 


Even out here, you told me when I was young, we have ourselves 
hot water 


Got everything we need, actually 
Built this house with my own two hands 


You said it with no pride of voice, but the eyes admitted 
13 


Maybe she was in the kitchen or maybe she wasn’t... either way the 
pot was full of greens and the cormmbread in a basket 


When she wasn’t in the garden, she would join you inside 


Still too soon for the tomatoes, she would say and you would nod 
your head 


On Sunday mornings, you traded the overalls 

for a navy two-button sutt. 

Everybody had to nse early by your definition of the word 
No excuses, you said, Sunday 1s the Lord’s Day 

We dressed quickly for reasons practical and sacred 


God’s mercies are new every morning and the drive into town 
meant a one-hour car nde, farmhouse to church house 


Beneath lateness, you said, is disrespect 


All the girl cousins were decked out in white tights and patent 
leather shoes, shiny as the buttons on your suit coat 


Sitting in the back pews, I sometimes caught you staring out the 
windows during the sermon-the fences need mending, the field 
grass is high- 

but you sang along with every hymn 

You knew “It 1s well with my soul” by heart 


On Sunday afternoon you sat on the front porch 
and resisted the urge to work 


But Monday, in the cobalt light of morning, 
you were up again at 5:00 
Like that clock, steady and consistent 


You went out to the work of your hands, your meditative offering 
of gratitude and labor 


Your land produced much fruit, even in the dry seasons 
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Vulnerability 
By Jason Frey 


A small handwritten sign was scotch-taped to the fingerprinted 
glass. It read “Open Easter, from 6 AM to Noon.” A quick glance at 
the normal hours showed that they would be closed earlier that day. 
A few eggs drawn in colored pencil added the perfect touch to this 
festive poster. As I read the crooked wniting, I thought to myself, 
“Well that’s comforting; maybe this place isn’t that sketchy.” What 
brought me to this particular diner was the desire to eat at some 
place local on my travel to Iowa. I wanted the whole dirty diner ex- 
perience. You know the kind: the ones with greasy fries and a wait- 
ress who speaks to you in a gravelly voice (clearly a result of forty 
plus years of smoking), calling you “hun” even though she’s never 
met you before. Perfect. My stomach growled at the thought. While 
driving I kept glancing at the blue signs as they passed my car, just 
waiting for the word “diner” to come into focus - disappointed 
with the sight of the typical fast food restaurants, if “restaurants” is 
even an appropniate word to use. As the lunch hour was fleeting and 
my hunger pangs set in, my hopes of finding such a glorious diner 
began to dissipate. 


Suddenly, the simple words came into view: “Diner at Tannersville.” 
This was it. This was the place I was waiting for; I could sense it 
deep inside. Pulling off the exit, I was oblivious to the desolate land- 
scape around me. I was on a mission, a mission for cheap, dirty, 
diner food. I won’t use words like divine or providence, but I am 
tempted. My heart pounded faster as I drove up to the diner. Of all 
the diners that I have experienced, this one was the most intimidat- 
ing. The parking lot was full of potholes and nearly empty. The 
building was short and squat with some of the siding falling off. The 
sign was rusty with some of the letters missing. This was the place. I 
drove around to check it out, just to make sure it was safe. I nearly 
left when something urged me to go in. I got out of the car. Locked 
it. Locked it again. Checked the handle then proceeded to the en- 
trance. I stood there, drenched in my own vulnerability. Unfamiliar 
place. Unknown people. Exposed. Reaching for the door, I saw the 
Easter sign. 
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The food ended up being greasy as ever. Sinking my teeth into the 
Chicken Tender BLT wrap, I imbibed the atmosphere. I observed 
various people who also ventured into this diner, hearing their con- 
versation and wondering what their life story was. I left the “Diner 
at Tannersville” reflecting on vulnerability. Vulnerability has always 
had a place at the core of my being. However, this is an area that is 
often unsettling for many people. Nobody really likes to be weak, 
powerless, or without control. It’s not safe. Being in control, we are 
able to feel comfortable, developing a routine and sense of nor- 
malcy. Being in control, we don’t really have to yield our own de- 
sires to someone else. Being in control, we can conceal parts of our- 
selves. We don’t have to let someone know us. We don’t have to 
feel awkward, or stupid, or separated. 


When we give up control, we take on trust. We trust that the other 
person to whom we are vulnerable will value us enough to not reject 
us. We trust that in our complete vulnerability, in the revealing of 
ourselves, we will not be used, abused, or objectified. Rather that we 
will experience love, joy, and acceptance. Vulnerability in a way re- 
sembles faith. In our worship we are called to stand completely be- 
fore God as our selves. We pour out our hearts, our deepest desires, 
our confusions, frustrations, and secrets — the parts of ourselves that 
if we would tell other people, we know that they would just cringe at 
the thought. We make ourselves vulnerable to God. It is in our vul- 
nerability that we hear the good news through faith in Jesus Chnist. 
We hear that God does not reject us nor turn us away. God does 
not say “ew.” God looks upon us in our vulnerable humanity and 
responds with grace. God pours out love on God’s creation. God 


likes us. God will use us to build the kingdom. 
Vulnerability is sacred. 


What is frustrating is that vulnerability is often forgotten in our 
church communities. We have carried into these communities 
worldly values of performance, competition, and oppressive power. 
We each try to be better than someone else. In our insecurities, we 
feel that we must prove our self-worth, prove that we are important, 
valued, and needed. In this competition we forget the community 
that surrounds us. We forget the call that this community has re- 
ceived. We forget the embrace and love that this community ex- 
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tends that sustains us in trouble. We forget. 


We forget that we are all in the same boat. Are we not all broken? 
Forgiven? Are we not all loved by the same God that causes the lil- 
ies to bloom, life to be born, and the planets to revolve around the 
sun? 


Vulnerability must be at the core of our church communities. If we 
cannot experience hospitality in our vulnerability here, how can we 
ever proclaim the gospel of God’s hospitality to the vulnerability of 
humanity? It must be in the church where we experience the upside- 
down and paradoxical Kingdom of God. In 1 Corinthians 1:26-29 
we see the valuation of the weak and vulnerable: 


Consider your own call, brothers and sisters: not many of you were 
wise by human standards, not many were powerful, not many were 
of noble birth. But God chose what is foolish in the world to shame 
the wise; God chose what is weak in the world to shame the strong; 
God chose what is low and despised in the world, things that are 
not, to reduce to nothing things that are, so that no one might boast 
in the presence of God. 


God chooses the foolish, the weak, the low, and the despised in the 
world. God chooses the vulnerable. 


As poetic and wonderful as vulnerability sounds, it is scary. It 1s 
frightening to reveal ourselves to another. It is intimidating to let go 
of control and trust another. Sometimes an act of vulnerability 
might even hurt us. Even in the midst of this fear, it can be one of 
the most rewarding moments when we can see a glimpse of the di- 
vine community to come. 


As I stood at the entrance of the “Diner at Tannersville,” the 
threshold of vulnerability was before me. I took a chance. 


May we embrace vulnerability as we continue to build a community 
that proclaims and lives the radical hospitality of God. May we ex- 
perience a Church where we feel safe to be ourselves and rest in this 
community that is sustained by God’s grace. 


TESTAMENT 





The Journal of Visual and Literary Arts 
at Princeton Theological Seminary 


A\ Letter from the F:ditors 


You hold in your hands — Hold! In your hands! — the Spring Is- 
sue of Testament. Were proud to share it with you. The stories it 
contains are yours; we hope you will read them, share them, and 
savor them. 

More so than its predecessors, this issue is an eponymous one. 
It is a Testament to the breadth of our artistic talent. It is a Testament 
to the diversity of our thought. It’s a Testament to our desire to have 
both preserved, and celebrated. 

This edition of Testament also arrives on the heels of Princeton 
Theological Seminary’s bicentennial. While Testament itself does not 
lay claim to two hundred years of publication, its contributors — and 
their work — nonetheless reflect that full history. In “A True Hate,” 
excerpted from the lengthier The S/ave Narratives of Jack Knight, Teddy 
Reeves speaks from the life of an African-American slave in the 
nineteenth-century. In “The Truth,” Kara Crews plays with the 
structure of scripture itself to convey her message of God’s ever- 
nearness. In his two “Untitled” pieces, Nick Ison presents us with 
imagery as rich and labyrinthine as the seminary’s own storied past. 

This issue of Testament also transgresses boundaries — both geo- 
graphic (with Valerie Sjelin’s two luminous photos of Liyiang, China) 
and generational (with Naomi and Claire Wagner’s drawing and 
poem, respectively). Within these twenty pieces, further, you'll en- 
counter the full spectrum of genres: sermon to poem, short story to 
exposition, photo to sketch. 

In this issue, we say goodbye to those contributors and readers 
who will graduate in 2012. To the rest of you, those who will return 
to this campus for 2012-2013, we say: Keep sharing. Your artistic 
visions and individual histories can only enhance the larger, broader 
PTS tradition. 


As always, thanks for reading. 


Therin Jones Jessica Hawkinson 


Table of Contents 


Literary Contributions 
“Reflecting on Reflection of Beauty” by William Wellman 
“The Truth” by Kara Crews 
“The Courage to be Still” by Daniel Yang 
“What does it mean?” by Lisa Robinson 
“A Vision of a Woman” by Lauren Gully 
Excerpt from “Jordan’s Deadwood” by Therin Jones 
“the dunes” by Alexander Haines 


“A True Hate” from The Slave Narratives of Jack Knight 
by Teddy Reeves 


“God the Healer” by Daniel Yang 
“The Spirit-Speaker” by Carrie Sumrall 
“Beyond” by Claire Wagner 

Visual Contributions 


“Communion performed with Palm Wine” 


by Devin Berry 
“Mark 1:10 - Emergence/Convergence” by Therin Jones 
Photo Series by Jonathan Britt 
“Untitled” and “Untitled” by Nick Ison 
“Psalm 22:1” by Naomi Wagner 


“Light by Night, Lijiang, China” and “Lijiang by Day” 
by. Valerie Sjelin 


Page 4 
Page 6 
Page 8 
Page 10 
Page 12 
Page 14 
Page 16 
Page 18 


Page 24 
Page 26 
Page 30 


Cover 


Rages li 
Page 20 
Races 13 
Page 31 
Page 32 


Cover photo: Communion performed with Palm Wine in Bafut, Cameroon. 


By Devin Berry 


“Religion is like going out to dinner with friends. Everyone may order something 


different, but everyone can still sit at the same table.”- The Dalai Lama 


Reflecting on Reflection of Beauty 
William Wellman 


You can’t force beauty; 

Montaigne was up there for so long. 
You can’t force beauty. 

Wait. 


Although kitsch is sometimes close, 
It doesn’t capture much; 

It doesn’t hold on for long. 
Novelties soon fade — 


A flickering neon bar light. 


Yet there are those few who have managed. 
They grasped a Painted Bunting, 

Placed it within a paper cage, 

And then let it go. 


You cannot hold onto beauty; 
At best we touch it for a time. 
Echoes from Burnt Norton: 
only by the form can words or music reach, 
And this pattern gives us a chance 
To peer upon it momentarily, 
for its reflection to pierce our wasted souls. 


We are woken up 

And find it gone, 

But a brightness reflects forever from the hole 
within. 


Sit expectant with empty sails. 
Wait. 


Untitled 
Nick Ison 





Truth 


Kara Crews 


1 Many believe they know 


or possess truth. 


Truth ts neither an object 
nota point in time—it is 
a continuum of reality. 


>Truth is: the woman who 
watches her daughter, born 
at 24 weeks, struggle 

to live: 

purple, bruised, 


4a bleed in the brain, 
surgeons’ hands 
cutting open the tiny 
cranium, 
inserting a VP shunt. 


‘Truth is: a mother not know- 


ing 


doctors saved babies that early. 


Truth is: a mother wondering 
if the physicians 
somehow thwarted 


God’s plan. 


7Truth is: babies are saved at 24 
weeks. 

’Truth is: that baby now walks 
and talks. 


y, Truth 1s: the boy running, 


2 his heart pounding 

in his rib cage. 
>He is running. 
4He is running from the 

gun he dropped, 

or the gun that dropped him. 
°He is running for life 
to sutfvive 

the pressure from 

peers, 

‘the expectations 

of masculinity, 

the cages of a penal 

system: 

°cops with outstretched 

arms and batons, awaiting, an- 
ticipating, his arrest. 


3 He hears the scraping 


at the door; 
2maybe it’s the wind 
or the swinging branch 
against the kitchen 
window. 
3No, it’s a car stereo blaring 
bass, so deep it 
rattles the house’s frame 


4His John was like one of 
them pearlin-—down the 


avenue— 
shimmering grill—yos 
‘The game tied him up 
L00d. 


Fast $, easy breezy— it’s all 
Gritty. 


7John’s dead, 
a gun solo for a funeral. 


8He hears the tapping 

at the door. 

°He thinks of his own father. 

10He thinks of his father before 

that, then on to, you know, 
Phe Bio -bathner, 

that steady shadow in the 

background, 

the overarching supreme 

Who hovers and makes 

the steel frames, wood 
fixtures and the foundations 
of the house 
stand 


still. 


131s it Him he hears? 

Or is it the lonely ghost 
that comes a-knockin’ 

when things aren’t going 
so well? 


'4Ts Doubt, that devilish dilly- 
dally, dancing his dervish 

once again 

@ the entrance to the Temple? 


'5He, a man, sitting at his table, 
quiet, perhaps brooding 

in solitude—hears knocking 
at the door. 


16°W/hat shadow ts this leaning 
on my House?” 

the man ponders. 

I Eiessitswide leatsetie 
waits. 
'8Drinks in his recognition with 
each sip from his glass. 


He prays for the first time. 


4 The truth is: the sun piercing 


the horizon of Being. 
2The rays of the Messiah, 
the Word 
(ignite), respire 
in my living presence. 
3Is not Vision resting upon 
yout face, indwelling 
and rolling 
like a squall of white heat in 
solar plumes? 
“This is what it is 
to glimpse the Beneficent; 
to baptize, bury, and abound 
in Spirit; 
to accept this gift of Creation. 


The Courage to be Still 
Daniel Yang 


Edgar Allen Poe’s short story, “A Descent into the Maelstrom,” provides a surreal account of a 
man who is unfortunately caught in the throngs of a devastatingly beautiful storm. In the story, 
there is a powerful scene where the main protagonist is overwhelmed, to the extent of being immo- 
bilized, by the storm’s sheer intensity, volume, and aesthetic. All he is able to do is stand still in 
awe, effectively losing any sense of agency and being reduced to humble passivity. While caught up 
in this revelry, the protagonist is stupefied by the storm’s ability to acquire a “monstrous velocity.” 
And, for some odd reason, this moment and particularly the phrase “monstrous velocity” has pro- 
foundly impacted my life. Much like the protagonist who stands immobilized and stupefied by the 
storm’s fierce grandeur, I am also immobilized by the monstrous velocity of this life. 


In light of this short story, 1 came up with the line, “Life paces at a monstrous velocity, 
therefore, I will not pace with it, for I am not a monster.” As you are all aware, we live in a hy- 
per-driven culture that values individuals who are able to pace with its inhumane speeds. Sadly, this 
perverted culture and the ridiculous demands it places on us, as finite beings, has resulted in an epi- 
demic of fatigue, apathy, depression, and alienation- or at least, that is what I have observed. In- 
deed, though we are able to recognize the complications inherent in this perverted culture, we are 
still very susceptible to its ostensibly harmless reality. And once in this reality, things get warped, 
and we lose sight of what is most important. In here, things of inherent value become transformed 
and reduced to variables, namely to mere instruments for the benefit of one’s own future. Usually, 
after many years of blindly sprinting after a seemingly fulfilling goal, one leaves tired and disillu- 
sioned. 


We are certainly aware of this narrative. Why, then, do we buy into this hyper-driven 
culture that knows only one speed? Why do we pace at such a monstrous velocity? 


Though my answer does not sufficiently answer the questions, I will hopefully shed just a bit of 
light on the matter. 


I really believe a good chunk of “pacing with the monstrous velocity of life” has to do with our 
fears, stemming from deep-seated insecurities and also the need to escape particular bitter, hurtful 
experiences. Ironically, many times we believe that we are sprinting towards a goal/vision, but we 
may in fact be fleeing from something ugly, something monstrous. 


I’m the first to admit that Iam motivated to grind tirelessly in this life — that is, motivated to be 
the Energizer Bunny and keep going and going and going — because I am stricken with an irrational 
fear that if I do not keep grinding, I may lose respect, dishonor family, and fail to live a meaningful 
life. This type of toxic thinking hyper-rationalizes the most trivial of matters, ultimately leading me 
to a destination of despair. Coming from a “shame-based” culture, much of this is fear is rooted in 
my insecurity over embarrassment — will I be invalidated as a human worthy of love? In talking to 
others, many people share this sentiment. 


Also, we furiously pace with this life to flee bitter pasts and to blur the present. Growing up 
with a sister with cerebral palsy and living through incessant financial struggle certainly left lasting 
scars in my life, so I catch myself fleeing from these hurts and numbing the re-surfacing pains by 
drowning myself in school work, gratuitous amounts of errands, and even...ministry. It’s terrifying 
to actually slow down because it forces us to deal with fear induced by insecurities and also bitter, 
hurtful experiences. 


In fact, it takes courage to slow down and just pure guts to be still. 


Trust me; | am well aware how challenging this could be in a hyper-driven culture that meas- 
ures our value by production — a culture that has substituted performance for charity. But, much 
like the protagonist in the “A Descent into the Maelstrom” who transforms the devastating citcum- 
stance into a masterful art-piece by passively marveling in awe of the fierce grandeur of the storm, 
we have the power to transform the devastating grind of this monstrous life into beauty by merely 


being still and knowing that God is God. 


In this stillness, the voice of this world will be muted and the voice of God will be heard. We 
will no longer be defined and valued by what we do or how well we cope with fears and insecuri- 
ties; rather, God will tell us that we are loved for simply who we are — God’s children. For how can 
a mother forget her child at her breast? (Isaiah 49:15) 


What does it mean? 


Lisa Robinson 


What does it mean — 
To know the Lord with all our heart and all our mind, 


But to pass by our neighbors without ever being kind? 


What does it mean — 
To say our soul is weary yet our faith is strong, 


But to give up the journey because it's taking too long? 
g p J yi 2 g 


What does it mean — 
To claim we have the grace of a deer and peace like a river, 


But to get out of dodge when God's commands make us shiver? 


What does it mean — 
To prayerfully and deeply meditate on God's words, 


But then to neglect the homeless who in God's eyes are just as pre- 
cious as the birds? 


What does it mean — 
To praise God when everything is alright, 


But then to forget who God is in the darkness of the night? 
What does it mean — 


To get on our knees and confess our sin, 


But to go right back and do the same thing again? 
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What does it mean — 
To be submerged in grace and in the depth of holy waters, 


But then not lend a hand to God's other sons and daughters? 


What does it mean — 
To say God's grace is sufficient and the Lord's timing is just right, 


But to not live out the scriptures because we have given up the 


fight? 


What does it mean — 


To no longer conform to the patterns of the world nor the pres- 
sures of sin, 


But then to go ahead and do what we want to do just to fit in? 


WHAT DOES IT MEAN? 


A Vision of a Woman 
Lauren Gully 


Song of Songs, Feminine of Feminines, Eve Rediscovered 


A woman howls at the moon: 
Her name is truth and purity, and she knows it. 
Her cry is one for righteousness. 
Her cry begs your pardon and streaks through your ordained si- 
lence. 


She bathes in the night: 
Undressing all the layers, peeling off your handiwork. 
Untying the corset for freedom. 
Undoing femininity, exposing all in a cool dark hue. 


Her beauty is uncomfortable, her name is perfume poured out. 
She is the one who saved her people. 
She is the one who saw the Lord. 
She is the one who came to you on the threshing floor. 


If you do not know the most beautiful of women, follow the tracks of 
the sheep and graze. 
If you do not know the most beautiful of women, follow her into the 
locked garden. 
Apologies to the unconfident; her gaze will overwhelm you. 
Apologies to the philanderer; no amount of water will ever 
quench your desire. 
Apologies to the fainthearted; her breasts will be wet with the love 
of her young. 
Apologies to the traditional; she will not behave within your 
reverend halls. 
Apologies to the gnostics; she will not choose to become a man. 


As Christ loves the Church, 

As Adam moans for the Woman, 

As the Woman howls at the moon, 
The Creator howls back. 
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Untitled 
Nick Ison 





is 


Excerpt from “Jordans Deadwood” 


Therin Jones 


Rai and Jordan returned from dinner just after nine o’clock. Rai looked for light under the hotel 
room door and, seeing none, raised a stiff finger perpendicular to his lips. Jordan nodded: quzer. 


It took him two attempts to open the door. The room smelled like something familiar, some- 
thing he’d smelled before in a similar way on the threshold of someone else’s home. Roses, he real- 
ized. He made out their outline on the entry table. 


He could feel Jordan’s heat close behind him as they shuffled inside. Jordan stroked the facing 
wall with his hand, searching for the switch. Rai was still gazing at the roses — or what he was al- 
most certain were roses — on the entry table. The yellow overhead light spilled over decorative 
sticks, bundled and propped in a vase’s slender profile, soaking in peach-colored aromatic oil. 


Without gesture or comment from his father, Jordan padded down the dark hallway to his bed- 
room, shutting the door gently behind him. Rai poured himself a jigger of whiskey. He took two 
sips and set the tumbler down on the glass table abutting the window. 


The air in the bedroom he shared with Sinead felt too thin. He narrowed his eyes against the 
darkness, searching for the jut of her hip on the plane of the bed. The bed was still made. Some- 
thing baleful spread across the comforter. 


He flipped on the light, bile rising in his throat. Although it took his mind a moment to process 
the scene — and its implications — his body had derived meaning from the stillness. Mechanically, he 
walked to the closet to gently push open the sliding doors. Folded trousers and suit jackets swayed 
in the rush of air. 


He took two staggering steps backward and sat on the bed. In that blistering moment, the pain 
was excruciating — beyond precedent or imagining — and pity for Jordan overwhelmed him. Were 
he younger, this would have been unconscionable; it would have been as though she’d severed in 
two a single entity. Now, the pain’s source was deeper. It was if Rai saw — for the first time — that 
the sun itself could be pulled down and choked. Disbelief was thunder to agony’s lightning. 


The surface beneath him was wet; he felt the fine cold of it through his trousers. Behind him, 
in the middle of the bed, the Jack Dempsey lay on its side, mouth agape. It was dead — likely had 
been dead since Rai and Jordan left the hotel. Rai knew a burned bridge. 


He looked around for the reedfish, thinking that perhaps she’d left it in the tank. What message 
(he though quickly, frantically) would there be in that? He found the slender, contorted carcass of 
the reedfish a few feet from the bed, amidst the fragments of the tank. 


She’s cold, she’s cold, he wanted to cry — but he had Ruown that she was cold! He had loved that 
she was cold! The austere majesty that had held his utter rationality in suspension for Avelve years 
was not some externality to have been tolerated in the context of a larger, richer relationship; it was 
the whol of it. He had grasped her neck that day — he had buried his face in her hair — because 
something in his own, wretched humanity had seen no reflection in her. He had foreseen, in a 
sense, her freedom in this moment. 


When his mind had registered that she was really gone — when sorrow had settled into the wake 
of his immediate bewilderment — he retrieved his whiskey from the living room. 


The night passed slowly. Rai spent a fair amount of time staring out the window, at the dead- 
wood of the Nashville skyline. As his senses dulled, the sharp lights disintegrated, and the glass 
pane became mottled golden-black. Occasionally, he caught his own reflection. He held his gaze in 
the glass, trying to see himself as Sinead had seen him: a middle-aged Japanese-American business- 
man, the embers of exoticism. He tried to imagine leaving himself. 


Sinead was somewhere out there, in the choking blackness, perhaps climbing into a cab or 
handing a boarding pass to an airline attendant. He could see her there, in his mind’s eye — pulsing, 
full. He snuffed her out. 
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the dunes 
Alex Haines 


the endless dunes 
an unending sea of sand 
an everlasting, ever-continuing desert 
a death without escape 


there is something beyond 


stumbling across 
I thirst 
for what I know not 


I die 


my lips so parched 
my skin so dry 


an empty wind blows sand in my hair 


brightness, but not light 


heat, but not warmth 


on my knees 
I thirst 
I remember what for 


I enter life 


Mark 1:10 — E:mergence/ Convergence 


Therin Jones 
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A. True Hate...Leads to a Way of Escape 
Al Slave Narrative 


‘Teddy Reeves 


I hate white people; in particular, I hate white men. They detest me. They eradicate me; they 
defined me; I am them, and they are me—who am I? When I look in the mirror I don’t see myself; 
rather, I see the image of a rapist, a murderer, a sinner, a conman, a liar, and a thief. When they yell 
sit, | think white; when they say postman, I think white; when they say President, I think white; 
when they say Abraham, I think white; when God says, “Let us make man in our image, in our like- 
ness, and let them rule over the fish of the sea and the birds of the air, over the livestock, over all 
the earth...So God created man in his own image... Then the Lord God formed the man from the 
dust of the ground,” I think white; and when I read or hear Messiah, I still think white. 


WHERE AM I IN THE NARRATIVE; where is the Negro man? I want to kill them—every 
last one of them. When I awake in the morning, I am greeted by the stench of their character and 
immediately infused by the sight of their shadow. I am envious of their freedom to urinate at their 
own leisure; their ability to think without the hesitation to ask permission beforehand; and their 
freedom to have the first helpings of my wife’s “private” garden, without having to consistently 
battle for sloppy seconds with my master and his sons. I dream of being free; I fast to be free; I 


pray to be free; I live day by day with the impression of freedom in my psyche. 





Yet, the question still remains, who will free me from this bondage? ‘To believe in my master’s 
religion is bondage—no white man would advocate for me, let alone die for me. Freedom is my 
yearning; heaven is the white man’s home and hell is my hangout, and without freedom, I am des- 
tined to reside in darkness for eternity. The North is the closest a black man ever gets to getting 
into a white man’s paradise, and I vow to get there—even if it costs me my life. I frequently asked 
myself, why I would stay in a country that accredited my existence to a processed tree, which read 
“In God we Trust?” After over thirty years of working on the plantation, for Daddy Knight, I de- 
cided to seek freedom via the Underground Railroad to Canada—forsaking my wife and kids to 
pursue better fortune elsewhere. | had heard from Jim Scott, who worked on the Hon. L. McLane 
plantation, about various stations and agents that I needed to speak with in order to obtain a ticket 
to voyage on the Railroad—Jim and some of his other plantation brothers were considering run- 
ning as well. 


On November 15, 1857, I sought to, as that bible told me, “leave [my] father and mother and 
be united to [my] wife” ... and in this instance, my wife was freedom. (Genesis 2:24). I can recall 
the night before I left my home, my wife and three children. I can recall the anxiousness to escape 
the claws of hell, and seek out the land flowing with milk and honey. 


The consequences of getting caught lingered in my taste buds, as I recalled the flavor of the night 
air, after it had consumed the aroma of my brother’s burnt body. I arose early that Sunday morning 
with freedom on my tongue, 


Steal away, steal away! Steal away to Jesus! Steal away, steal away home! I ain't got long to stay here! 
My Lord calls me! He calls me by the thunder! The trumpet sounds in my soul! I ain’t got long to stay here! 


The only thing I can recall after that moment is the redness of Overseer King’s face as he 
watched me run away. His face exerted the emotions of his heart — anger as he watched his product 
slip from his grasp, and fear as he meditated on the consequence he was to face once Master 
Knight was made aware. 


At any rate, I was free! For the first time, I experienced the rush of the morning air piercing the 
side of my face, as I galloped through the woods like a stallion—eventually reaching the station in 
Philadelphia, and through the help of a several conductors, reaching Stationmaster William Stills. 
At that moment, I experienced what I had witnessed in the eyes of my brother over twenty years 
prior: freedom; the pure unadulterated, crisp taste of freedom. My brother would be proud! 
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Photo Series 


Jonathan Britt 


The following three images are part of a series that deals with what it means to struggle with 
your faith. Commissioned by PTS student Kit Moore, these images were first displayed during Kit's 
Bluegrass service this year. Their inspiration was drawn from a song written by Kit, "Fairy Tales," 
which draws on the idea of wrestling with faith, and with God. Our ideas of faith are not stagnant, 
idle beliefs that stand strong against the onslaught of the world, and of education. Yet, when our 
faith is at its weakest, when we wrestle with God, we only survive because God holds on to us, too. 


The images here portray the struggle of faith at seminary, or at any tough time in our lives. 
When the pages are ripped out of our heart and fly into the wind, we may feel lost. When we grasp 
too strongly to our faith, hold it tight in our hands, we realize that, like a plant, it dies because it has 
not been rooted in the earth. When we struggle to find something new, we leave something behind. 
The faith we once had cannot be rekindled because it has changed. God calls us to wrestle with our 
faith and, at the darkest moments, he calls us to sing. 
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Many roads are barred from travel, 


when faith shatters on the floor. 
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We changed their symbols into tdols, 
Alnd returned them to dust. 


et 





— 


Seeking and finding 


Leaves a sad echo. 
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God the Healer 
Daniel Yang 


Matthew 8:1-15 


This past week, | was reminded that the life of Jesus Christ is not merely a set of historical facts, a 
complex theory of the divine, or an embodied doctrine. NO, my brothers and sisters. We are 
tempted to reduce and deconstruct the gospels to a body of work for analysis and scrutiny, but 
there I believe we have got it wrong in so many ways. Rather, we are invited to participate and live 
into a life-giving story. GIVE ME AN AMEN! This awe-inspiring story of a loving, compassionate 
God who came down from the heavenly thrones and into the body of a babe in a manger full of 
depravity and poverty. His name was Jesus. 


And this Jesus was on the go! Oh yes, he moved from place to place, and we see all over the gos- 
pels, particularly in Matthew 8, that he could not keep still: he healed and healed and healed. Yes, 
he was a miracle worker who had deep love and compassion for those on the margins, those in 
physical pain, those out-casted by society, those entrenched in deep sorrow and loneliness. 


Now, I invite you to hear the sounds, to observe the space, to probe deep into the minds of those 
in this particular account. Do not merely stay on the wayside, but make sure to be involved and 
participate. 


But before we probe into the text, REPEAT APTER ME, “LES LIVE INITIO THE LIFE- Gly- 
ING STORY: 








In this passage, we find Christ with a man ailing from a disease, a disease that is tied to the ugliness 
of this world. In this scene, we find Jesus moved. 


I imagine the leper rushing to Christ in desperation. “Jesus, Jesus, wait! Jesus, no; wait. Please stay 
there. Lord, I am in deep physical pain and greater emotional pain. These sores will soon go away, 
but this deep pain of loneliness and isolation is far worse. You see that area there near the cave? 
Yes, | live there with other lepers. I have had to leave my family, friends, and live solely among 
other depressed, lonely lepers for years. But, I overheard that you were dropping by the area and | 
know that this may be my last hope... or else I may not want to live any longer. So, Lord, if you are 
willing, make me clean! 


In response, I imagine Christ gently touching the skin of the leper, while the crowd ts aghast over 
what has occurred. And the disciples are seething with anger. Peter is about to unleash that anger, 
about to tell the leper to flee his master, but John settles him down. Jesus embraces the man, and a 
tear drops. Jesus replies, “I am sorry. I am so sorry you had to deal with the pain of being divorced 
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from your family, friends. Iam so sorry that you are dealing with such sharp loneliness and are go- 
ing through such deep pain. I am willing to make you clean.” 


Immediately thereafter, we find Jesus moved, moved by the anxiety of the centurion. With cold 
sweat dripping from his face, the centurion prostrates himself and says: “Jesus, my servant is para- 
lyzed, and he is suffering terribly. | am a well-respected authority figure, and this servant of mine is 
a huge asset to the function of our home and our insular economy. I tell him to go and he goes; I 
tell him to do this and he does it. He is my most trusted and obedient servant. Without him, my 
respect could tank and work could suffer.” 


Jesus looks up at him, marveling that this centurion loves his servant but is not ashamed to hold 
both ulterior and altruistic motives in tension. He responds, “Your faith is great and I swear there 
ain’t no one in Israel who has the guts to be so authentic. I know that you love your servant but 
there is still something in you that wishes for his healing so that it may be to your benefit. None- 
theless, I am impressed by your earnestness — so go, and let it be as you have believed it would be.’ 


? 


And lastly, we find Jesus in the home of Peter’s mother. She lays there extremely ill. The fever is 
induced by the immense amount of stress from last night’s fight with Peter. During dinner last 
night, Peter informed her that he needs to give up his life to follow this teacher named Jesus. His 
mother anerily replied, “But what about the fishing business? You can’t just let your father and 
brothers take care of that. We fed you enough so you could be strong and help out. How dare you 
walk out on your family!” 


Back to the present scene, I find Jesus calling Peter’s mother by her first name. The atmosphere is 
sticky and filled with heat — both figurative and literal. Jesus takes a risk and lays his rough hands 
on her heated head. She resists, but Jesus persists. Jesus says, “I know you are worried about your 
son, but do not worry. God will be taking care of us no matter where we go. He will be more than 
a fisher of fish; he will be a fisher of man. And don’t tell him this yet, but he will be the Rock upon 
which I build my church.” 


Immediately after that saying, Peter’s mother’s fever leaves. She tells Jesus, “You better take care of 
hin 

Amazingly, all of this is underlined by the fact that all three actors opened themselves up to Christ, 
whether immediately or after a bit. All were going through intense struggles in their lives, but 
Christ enters into their troubled and scar-filled spaces for the purpose of bringing about holistic 


healing. And, much like these actors, I believe that, for those in need of healing, Jesus will meet you 
in your scar-filled space. 


Now, enter imaginatively into any one of these spaces and wait for the calloused hands of Jesus to 
touch you and make you whole again. 


Don’t spectate, just participate. 


Amen. 
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The Spirit-Speaker 


Carrie Sumrall 


“T am not a natural bird,” he told her. Red eyes pierced Daina’s with too much sentience. En- 
gaging in casual dialogue with the bir—um, creature was not going to be easy. Especially with a tree 
crushing her legs and sharp branches making breathing difficult. Perhaps this was all a hallucination 
anyway. 


“Then...what ate your” She asked. She could scarcely get in enough breath to form the words, 
but the hawk seemed to hear. 


“Tam a kind of spirit.” He lifted a wing, tore at it with his hooked beak, and set it down again. 
If it wasn’t for his silent words, she would have mistaken him for a huge but otherwise typical 
hawk. 


“No...you’re not.” Daina’s eyelids fluttered and she may have drifted for a moment, though 
some part of her had sense enough to scream alarm. Her heart quickened. 


What were spirits but dead things and demons? She wondered. And was this a good spirit or a 
one of those whispered of in the village? An eater of travelers or, worse yet, a soul thief. And cou/da 
wood spirit be good? Her mother, an herbalist and healer, would know. But this bird didn’t seem 
like a spirit at all, with those ruffled feathers and the scrap of mouse clinging to his left claw. 
Whether a spirit, a sprite, or a very strange bird, it was probably dangerous to engage him at all. 
The thought made her want to gigele—trapped in a liaison with a hawk!—but the pain swirled over 
her again. She spoke to distract herself. 


“If you are a spirit though,” she breathed, “Does that mean you intend to trap me here? Do 
you plan to ensnare my soul or—?” 


“Ensnare your...Oh! No, no!” She felt more than heard the laughter that followed his outburst; 
it resonated in the marrow of her bones, though no air stirred with the sound. Did birds always 
laugh like that? The forest swirled. Perhaps her left lez was completely shattered within the skin, 
leaking marrow into her blood, poisoning her brain. Then again, she may have merely fallen asleep, 
trapped under the broken tree; that would make this a death-dream. “No, girl, I have no desire to 
harm you or your immortal soul. Even if I wished to harm you, I have no power to do so. Perhaps 
I could tear out your eyes, but no, nothing can harm your soul but you. I—Stay awake, dammit!” 


Daina slapped her hands over her ears, but it wasn’t enough. The screech from the hawk was 
real this time—loud and close enough that her ears ached. The forest was a shaky green-gold mess, 
trembling at the edges. But she was awake. 


“Ah, I’m sorry. I thought you were falling asleep.” He glanced away, his feathers puffed out. 
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“Apology taken I suppose.” She lowered her hands, ears throbbing. “You look like a penguin, 
Mister Hawk.” 


As a spirit-speaker, Daina was accustomed to the meandering walks of the dead, their hollow 
whispers in the night, and their single-minded selfishness. She’d grown used to them, if that was 
possible. They even lessened her fear of death. But this creature was not one of them. The dead 
would not care to preserve the living. Even here, between damp forest lanes and meadows, she saw 
them ambling about, muttering to themselves, paying her no heed. One in particular kept wander- 
ing closer, intent upon some broken thing poking dimly through the grass. But those things were 
not true spirits. As she knew them, shades were merely after-images or curses or—sometimes— 
daimonia in a beloved’s guise. This bird did not fit into any of those categories. The hawk was as real 
as herself. 


“In the name of the Father, if you are evil, if you are a demon or any wicked thing, | command 
you to give me your name and I command you to leave this place.”’ Daina bit her lip and waited. 
The bird’s feathers fluttered, but he did not stir from his branch. Twin red stars glared steadily 
down at her. 


“Do you not believe me when I say I mean you no harm? I am no daimon. 1 am only a creature 
of the forest, though not a natural bird. And, if you’d like to know my name, I go by Panim-Rav.” 


The name sounded familiar, but Daina couldn’t place it. 


“Daimonia are the spawn of lies, and ’m not wise.” She replied. The banishment was certain, 
though. It had never failed her. Even if he’d been a powerful demon beyond the realm of her faith, 
he would have flinched and screamed. Since he did not, he was no demon. So what was this bird 
spirite 


“What makes you think you have the power to banish me, woman?” His tone was curious, not 
agitated or cruel. She’d never heard of a spirit with a normal voice. In legends, they were always 
terrifying or seductive. 


“Because ’m good at my job. Spirits are my God-given specialty. That and pain tolerance, ap- 
parently. But isn’t my Gift why you’re keeping me alive?” 


He cocked his head. “Keeping you... Hmm...no, I don’t suppose I care about your ‘gifts,’ 
whatever they may be.” He “sounded” sincere, but the way he leaned forward, as though he’d just 
spotted a very small mouse in Daina’s eyes, made her wonder. She could almost see wheels turning 
as he thought. “I’m interested in you primarily because you’re dying right next to where my body 
sleeps. Though, you may have something there...” 


That was a strange way to put it, Daina thought. She pulled her attention from the bird and 
tried—again—to wiggle out from under the tree. 


CH 


White pain. A hollow where her leg should be. A spreading fire then the chill of shocked sleep. 


She woke to the stroke of a wet cloth and the scent of musk. Daina opened her eyes. She 
blinked. 


A wolf stared back at her, tongue lolling out, eyes red as rose petals—the same color as those 
of the strange hawk. She leaned forward, searching, curious. Then the pain shot through again. She 
fell back, shivering. For the moment, the world was dull. 


“Are you not afraid, woman?” The wolf asked. She twisted her head to stare at him again, still 
shivering. 


“Tm dying here. In agony.” She whispered, unclenching her teeth only just enough to speak. 
“How can you scare me?” 


“That’s a good point, I suppose. I would have felt much more intimidating if I hadn’t asked 
you.” The wolf-bird creature stared at her with what could only be curiosity. “Are you still trying to 
survive?” 


“What do you think?” 


“That you shouldn’t answer questions with questions. But honestly,” the wolf shook his head 
then sat back on his haunches. If she’d wanted, she could’ve stroked his rich fur. “If you’re not 
afraid of me, then you’re probably ready to die and there’s no point in me helping you out of this 
mess. If you are afraid, though, you hide it extremely well.” 


You can helpimers 
“Do you want to be helped?” 


Daina considered. She had heard many stories in her town, a crossroads for the Gifted. A spirit 
-well most found it impossible to leave. Those with Gifts or Talents—whatever they chose to call 
them—were often drawn to the little place, just as her mother had been. It was probably why the 
forest around it was so riddled with shades; the Talented were often too powerful and full of angst 
to fade away. They left an impression on the world long after they were gone. The results were sto- 
ries of shadow people, elves, and strange lights in the forest. 


Dont eat anything anyone finds or gives to you out there. Things aren’t what they seem, one man, a Gifted 
hunter, had said. Another, Don’t take a step off the trail. You won't come back. 


But she hadn’t taken a step off the trail. She knew exactly where she was. Silverwing Mountain 
glared down at her, a northern giant in a range of circling giants that disappeared where tattered 
clouds ripped against its peak. The path she’d fallen on was a climbing snake with its tail at the 
mountain’s base. As a child, she’d followed her mother up it to ancient flower gardens nestled in 
secluded alcoves. As she'd grown older she'd learned to venture out alone. The woods became a 
haven from the town’s restless dead, its shadows intermittent rather than thick and oppressive; the 
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wood’s ghosts were too lost and too old to seek the help of the living, but the silence and solitude 
in which they rested meant no one was around to hear her cries. 


So her choices: beg the strange beast to help her and possibly lose her—what did he want, anyway? 
—or die in the quiet woods. 


“T—PIl answer you honestly.” 
“Good choice.” 


“T want more than anything to live. Even if,” she hesitated, unsure. It was hard to think with 
those flashes of white pain. If it wasn’t for the blessed numbness she wouldn’t be able to think at 
all. She forced the words out, making them steel, “Even if that means being trapped in the forest 
with whatever you are. Spirit, sprite, or... whatever.” 


The wolf leaned forward and touched his nose to hers. “Interesting answer, child. I don’t know 
what to make of you. Why do you neither fear death nor a life with me? And why should I wish for 
that?’ 


“Don’t call me ‘child.’ My name is Daina Witherstone. Do you mean to keep me here?” 
“Perhaps...Daina. But answer my question this time.” 


She hesitated. “I’m not sure. But as is, I don’t fear you or death because I’m a spirit-speaker. 
Death’s shadows are my fast friends, and, sorry, but you’re not near as scary as death.” 


“I see. So why do you wish to live?” 


Her mother’s voice and green-smelling hair. The first rays of light over the over distant moun- 
tains. The view from a peak. The feel of cold water over her feet in the summer. Mulberry pie and 


the red smile of a child. 


“Knowing you’re going to die doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy life. Never met a corpse who en- 
joyed anything. The shades I see aren’t the souls of living people who died. Shades are just impres- 
sions. I have no idea what happens to souls. So, since I don’t know what’s next, I’d like to put it 
off—even as I accept that it’s inevitable.” She was shivering uncontrollably now. Something was 
blocking the wound in her leg or she would have bled to death already. 


The wolf grinned. It was an awful thing. 
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Beyond 
Claire Wagner 


Beyond the mountains and the sea 
They set the starless dark with flames 
Where smoking portals look upon 
The night unlit, beyond the sun. 

A whisper that has many names 
Beyond forever wafts to me, 

O Ilathon, O Iathon, 


Afar beyond eternity. 
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Psalm 22:1 
Naomi Wagner 
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Light by Night/ Liang by Day 


Lsjiang, China 


Valerie Sjelin 
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